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"Jesus, Lars! You're so annoying! Why are you being such a jerk?" Kirk's eyes were furious, Lars had been 
making fun of him all day. It elevated to the point where Kirk was getting upset by his bandmate's remarks. 
Usually Lars jokes, but not this much. 


"Come on, Curly. I'm just having fun!" Lar's eyes were bright and he was doing a devilish side grin 


Kirk felt tears coming on. But he held them in, he couldn't be caught crying. Lars didn't see that he was 
actually hurting Kirk. 


"Lars, | thought we were friends, fucker. Stop being an asshole!" 


Lars suddenly frowned. "Me? The asshole? Are you kidding?" 


Kirk ground his teeth and narrowed his eyes. "Yes. You. You're being a fucking asshole." 


Lars' eyes welled up. He quickly turned his head away. He whispered something that Kirk couldn't make out. And 


for some odd reason, that bothered him even more. 


"What? Just fucking say it!" Kirk scowled at Lars‘ back. He had been having strange feelings towards the man. 
He just adored Lars. | mean, everyone in the band didlBut this felt... different. Kirk was confused and this was 


only making it worse. 


Lars swung around so he was face-to-face with the guitarist. "Fuck you, Kirk. Are you fucking blind or 
something? | have been trying to get your attention all fucking week and all you do is ignore me or talk to 
Jason or something. You never fucking talk to me or try to hang out with me! That's all | fucking want, you 
asshole!" 


Kirk stood there, his mouth agape. Did- did he just-° What just? "Lars... | didn't." All he could do was stutter. 
Did he and the drummer have.. mutual feellings towards each other? Fuck, why did this have to be so 


complicated! 


"Nevermind, | was a fucking fool for thinking that you's have feelings for me. Just- fine. I'm going.” A tear 
streamed down Lars' face and he angrily wiped it from his face on his bare arm. 


"No, Lars! No, |-" 


"Just leave it alone, Kirk. I'm sorry | even tried" He spun on his heel and strut towards the door. As he gripped 
the handle, a strong hand cluthced his shoulder and swiftly turned him around again 


He stared into Kirk's eyes. Immediately, Kirk pulled him in for a long, passionate kiss. "Let me finish, fucker," he 
smiled. "| was going to say that | do like you." 


"What? Are you serio-" He was cut off by another violently romantic kiss. 


"You never let me finish a sentence, so why should | let you?" Kirk smiled feverishly and his eyes creased in 


the corners. 
"Kirk, | lov=" 


"Shut-up.' Lars' eyes got big because of Kirk's response to his loving wordsFucking said too much again, didn't 
1? 


"Shut-up, Lars." There was a short pause. Lars held his breath. "I love you too. Kirk grabbed Lars’ long hair 


and pushed their faces together so their noses were touching. "I love you too," he whispered. 


